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Priest Helps Sell Books 


I think the men who sell Adventist 
books have the most interesting stories to 
tell. 

Here is a remarkable one I heard Pastor 
L. E. Smart tell the juniors at the General 
Conference. 

A colporteur went into a village in the 
Philippines to sell Bible Readings. He had 
good success, taking many orders. He told 
the people he would come back on a certain 
day with the books, and they should be 
ready with their money to pay for them. 

On the appointed day he returned. His 
two-wheeled donkey cart was so heavily 
loaded that the donkey had trouble keeping 
his feet on the ground! 

The colporteur found the first house on 
his list, knocked on the door, smiled gra- 
ciously to the lady who answered, and 
offered her a book. 

The lady said, “No, thank you.” 

“But you promised to buy it,” said the 
colporteur. 

“Sorry,” she said, and slammed the door. 

Well! The colporteur went to the next 
house. 
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“No, thank you,” said the lady there. 

And at the next house, “No.” 

And at the next. 

Fortunately, at one of the houses the 
colporteur managed to keep the door open 
long enough to ask, “Why?” 

“Because,” said the lady, “the priest says 
these books are printed by the Seventh-day 
Adventists and it would be sin for us to 
have them in our homes.” 

So that was it! The colporteur was 
man of action. He went straight to ® 
priest’s house. And when the priest opene 
the door he shook his finger in his face 
and said, “You’ve got to pay me for every 
book in that cart!” 

“How so?” said the priest. 

“Because,” the colporteur said, “all those 
books were ordered by members of your 
church. They said they wanted them, and 
they promised to pay for them. However, 
now that I have brought the books they 
refuse to take them. And when I asked one 
of the customers why, she told me you had 
told her not to. Incidentally, have you ever 
read one of my books?” 

“No,” said the priest. 

“Then how do you know they are bad? 
Let me show you one.” 

The priest opened to the page that said 
who printed the book. “Philippine Publish- 
ing House,” he read. “Well,” he mused. “I 
thought it would say ‘Seventh-day Advent- 
ists..” He turned the pages. “These are 
good pictures of Christ, His suffering, His 
miracles. No, no. This is not a bad book. 
It is good. All my people should read it.” 

His face brightened. “Tell you what,” he 
said. “Bring these books to church on Sun- 
day. During mass I will tell my people they 
must take every book they ordered. I won’t 
let them go home until they pay you all 
they owe.” 

The colporteur waited till Sunday. The 
priest did what he had promised. And I’m 
sure that was the first time a priest ever - 
told his people at mass they couldn’t : 7 
home unless they bought an Adventist book. 
Colporteurs do have the most interesting 
experiences, don’t they! 


Your friend, 


PS nn Wazurel 























SUMMIT SERMONET—2 
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“Blessed are they that mourn: for 


they shall be comforted.” 











F I ever saw a saint, that Mr. Williams is 
the one,” said Dora’s father when the 
@ isico: had gone. “Just looking at his face 
does something to me. He must have lived 
a wonderful life.” 

Dora smiled. Father has not known Ted 
Williams as I have, she thought. And time 
seemed to turn back twenty years. 

Ted did not look then as he did today, 
she remembered. Lucy, his wife, had grown 
up a believer in God, but as she became 
older she thought some of the things her 





THE 
FACE 
THAT 

CHANGED 


By NELLIA BURMAN GARBER 


parents taught her weren’t too important. 
She married Ted, though her parents asked 
her not to. Ted was a sailor with all a 
sailor’s failings. He never opened his mouth 
without an oath, and his breath always 
smelled of tobacco. 

Lucy soon realized her mistake in marry- 
ing him, but, of course, once married to 
Ted she could not leave him, no matter 
how dreadful he was. She knew she would 
have to make the best of a difficult situation, 
and a very difficult situation it proved to be. 
Earnestly she prayed for Ted’s conversion. 
Deeply she repented of her folly in marrying 
him before he was converted. She begged 
him to give his heart to God, but he only 
scoffed at her pleadings and laughed at her 
tears. 


By the grace of God Lucy tried to live a 
consistent Christian life in front of Ted. 
To page 22 
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WHY LONNIE COULDN'T SLEEP 


By FLORENCE LYBERG CARLSON 


wee some reason it was hard to sleep 
tonight. No, it wasn’t too warm; the 
temperature was just about right. The bed 
was comfortable too. Maybe her pajamas 
were too small. Lonnie investigated. No, 
they seemed to be the right size. A drink 
of water? She had just had two, or maybe 
three, before getting into bed. 

Lonnie shifted from one side to the other. 
In a way she knew what was wrong, but 
she didn’t want to think about it. Not 
tonight anyway. It hurt her conscience when 
she remembered what she had done back 
in Carrollton when the family was still 
living near Grandma and Grandpa Cole- 
man. No one else knew about it, and she 
couldn’t bring herself to admit to anyone 
that she had actually stolen two dollars 
from the chest of drawers in grandma and 
grandpa’s bedroom. 

For some reason it had never really both- 
ered her before. But tonight mother had 
come upstairs to say good night to sister 
Beth and herself, and they had begun talk- 
ing about things that should be made right 
before Jesus comes. 

Somehow, Lonnie had never worried too 
must about Jesus’ coming before. She knew 
He would come someday. But it always 
seemed a long way off. Tonight, though, 
she felt different about things. What if 
Jesus came sooner than she expected? What 
if she hadn't confessed this one bad sin 
that plagued her? 

They had talked about things like that 
tonight before they got into bed. Mother 
had said each sin must be forgiven. Each 
sin must mean this one. 


Lonnie tried to say her usual prayer. 
Surely Jesus would hear and forgive her. 
Maybe that was all she had to do. She 
knelt beside her bed, closed her eyes, and 
clasped her hands together. “Dear Jesus,” 
she prayed, “You know this awful thing 
that I have done. I am truly sorry for it. 
Please forgive me. Amen.” 

That made her feel better, or a little 
better at least. Somehow, though, she kept 
remembering mother’s words that if we had 
wronged someone, we should make it right 
with the person we had wronged, in ad- 
dition to asking God's forgiveness. Oh, she 
just couldn’t! What would grandma and 
grandpa think of her if they knew she had 
stolen money from them? Nothing could be 
worse, Lonnie knew. She would just try 
to go to sleep. She had prayed to Jesus about 
things, and that was all she could do right 
now. 

But sleep was far away. Usually it was 
easy to roll over and start dreaming. Not 
tonight. She knew it wasn’t the temperature, 
the bed, the pajamas, or the drink of water. 
She couldn’t get her mind off that day back 
in Carrollton when she had taken the money 
out of the chest of drawers. 

If she turned on the light, she could read 
until she got sleepy. But that would waken 
sister Beth, and she mustn’t do that. There 


was nothing to do except lie there with i) 


thoughts. 

Finally she did fall asleep. It was morn- 
ing before she knew it, and it was easier 
to forget her sin during the day. She and 
Beth could play in the swing, or down by 
the creek. And they had a large room to 
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play in upstairs. It was so much fun playing 
house and fixing up different corners of 
the big room as kitchen, living room, or 
bedroom. 

But soon it was night again. Why did 
this thing have to bother her every night? 
Couldn’t her conscience give her any rest? 

No. It was the same old thing again. 
The bed seemed too hard, and she knew it 
wasn't. The room seemed too warm. She 
opened a window but it did no good. She 

as thirsty. One more drink of water should 
do the trick, and then certainly she could go 
to sleep. 

Yet all she could see when she closed her 
eyes was grandma and grandpa’s bedroom, 
that chest of drawers, and those ugly dollar 
bills that had caused all the trouble. Why, 
oh, why had she taken them? If she could 
only live over that day last summer, she 
would never yield to temptation again. 

Once more she closed her eyes. Maybe 
counting sheep would help. It might take 
away the picture of the chest of drawers 
with the money in it. She even tried count- 
ing softly out loud. But Beth stirred in her 
sleep, so she had to stop. Beth might really 
wake up. 

There was just nothing to do but make 
up her mind to confess to grandma and 
grandpa how awful she felt for taking the 





money. Would grandma and 
grandpa understand that she 
was truly sorry? Well, she 
had to tell them whether 
they understood or not. She 
knew that now. She would 
write them a letter first thing in the morn- 
ing. And now that she had made up her 
mind to confess the thing that had been on 
her heart so long, she began to feel sleepy. 
It was such cozy, delicious sleepiness too. 

Next morning she wrote the letter to 
grandma and grandpa and told them all 
about taking the money from the chest of 
drawers. Then she waited anxiously for an 
answer. 

It didn’t take very long to come. In a few 
days there was a letter with grandma's 
familiar handwriting on it. “I’m almost 
afraid to open it,” Lonnie thought. “What 
if grandma and grandpa are angry with 
me?” 

But how different it was! Grandma wrote 
that she was happy Lonnie had won the 
victory over her sin, and she was glad she 
had made things right. 

And guess what! Inside the letter was 
another of those green dollar bills! This 
time Lonnie knew that it really belonged 
to her! She could keep it or spend it with a 
clear conscience. 





Lonnie could not sleep tonight. In her mind she saw a chest of drawers—and two paper dollars. 
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Tom is initiated into the mysteries of a snipe hunt! 
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ARID WAN 


By DOROTHY LOCKWOOD AITKEN 


CHAPTER TWO 


| Hes days passed. The boys became more 
friendly as they saw that Tom was good- 
natured about their kidding and always 
laughed when they teased him. 

The harness episode had been a hard 
pill, for of course the news soon got around, 
and though Tom did not know what he 
should have done, he did know that what 
he did do was not right. The worst of it 
was that evidently Mr. Branson thought he 
couldn’t do anything, for every day all day 
he hoed weeds in the potato patch. He was 
getting used to milking, though, and by 
stretching every nerve he could manage 
to get done about the same time the rest did. 

But when evening came and he had one 
of Mrs. Branson’s good suppers tucked 
under his belt, he was so exhausted he 
couldn’t stay awake to talk and joke with 
the other boys on the dormitory steps. 

As June faded into July the days became 
hotter and hotter, and still he was hoeing 
weeds. Now he was getting desperate. Only 
once had his folks been by to see him, for 
they knew it was better for him to be alone 
till he got adjusted. His mother wrote him 
many letters of encouragement and talked 
about the success he would be someday in 
helping to finish the Lord’s work. This was 
the proving ground, she told him; and for 
her sake Tom tried to stick it out. 

Every night when he knelt to pray before 
flopping into bed, he prayed that he would 
be delivered from hoeing weeds. Anything 
except weeds. Why couldn’t they give him 
something he could do? He was good with 
machinery if they would only give him a 
chance. 

Every spare minute on the farm he spent 
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watching Everett care for the tractor. He 
observed how it worked so that some day 
But it looked as if that someday would 
never come. Then, on the Fourth of July, 
Mr. Branson said, “Tom, Everett is gone for 
the day. Do you suppose you could run the 
tractor?” 

“Yes, SIR!” Tom beamed, and in no 
time “Deere Johnny,” as it was called, was 
chugging away contentedly. Mr. Branson 
gave Tom an approving smile as he threw 
in the clutch and swung around toward the 
wheat field. 

It wasn’t any cooler in the wheat field, 
and the dust from the combine got in his 
eyes. But to Tom it seemed only a matter 
of minutes before the dinner gong sounded. 
As he went into the back porch to wash up 
with the few boys who hadn’t gone home 
for the holiday, he felt like one of them for 
the first time since he had arrived. They 
seemed to look on him with a new respect. 

All afternoon he wondered whether he 
would ever get to run the tractor again. 
Tomorrow Everett would be back and that 
would probably be the end of things. He 
worked late, sunset finding him still going 
around the wheat field. Finally when he 
could no longer see, he turned to the me 
Mr. Branson did not give him any en- 
couragement either by word or look, but 
somehow he felt he had done a good days’ 
work, and for the first time since he came 
to the school he went to bed happy. 

Sure enough, Everett’s return the next 
day put an end to the tractor episode. And 
it found Tom once more hoeing weeds. He 
had not been able to hide the look of dis- 
appointment on his face when Mr. Branson 





























said, “The weeds again, Tom.” But he had 
swallowed hard and managed a grin as he 
picked up his hoe and walked slowly to the 
garden. If this was building character, he 
was going to have a good one! 

The next day Mr. Branson softened. Or 
maybe it was Mrs. Branson. Tom never 
quite knew. But he always suspected that 
she had spoken a good word for him. After 
breakfast Tom picked up his hoe, but Mr. 
Branson said, “Tom, come with me. We're 

oing to learn how to harness the team.” 

Tom’s heart leaped. This was better. He 
was dying to know what he should have 
done and hadn’t. When the team was ready 
and Tom was sure he could do it alone, they 
hitched up the “sunshine wagon” and Tom 
learned how to spread manure. 

As he made the rounds with the vitamins 
for the crops, he smiled to himself. So this 
was the “sunshine wagon”! Evidently Mr. 
Branson had a sense of humor if one could 
just get acquainted with him. 
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Tom pushed the door open quietly in the dark. There 
was a crash and a splash and a bucket on his head! 


Tom was getting on better 
terms with the boys. Everett, 
who was the oldest and a 
junior, was accepted as 
boss when Mr. Branson was 
away; and though he was 
sarcastic at times, Tom couldn’t help liking 
him. He knew how to run a farm, that was 
plain to see. The other boys were all fresh- 
men, like himself, working before they 
began their education. But unlike him they 
were all farm boys who knew farming 
from A to Z. 

There was Nat, small and slight of build, 
with twinkling gray eyes and a mania for 
teasing. Dick was quiet and droll, his ready 
wit and good humor making him welcome 
wherever he went. Johnny was fat and good- 
natured, always thinking of food and how 
to get it. Wallace loved to sing and play the 
piano, and Mr. Larsen, though he was al- 
ways looking for musical talent, had to 
restrain him more than once in the evenings 
when he would break into something not 
altogether fitting and proper. Don was the 
least talkative. He always laughed when 
the rest did and was glad to do whatever 
anyone else wanted to do, but he never 
seemed to have a mind of his own or an 
original thought in his head. 

During the summer Tom acted as MV 
leader a time or two when Everett was 
away. Of course, there were only a few 
there, but it did Tom good to be able to 
divert his attention from menial things to 
something of a higher nature. 

He gave several good talks and the boys 
recognized talent when they heard it. Mr. 
Larsen tried to teach him to play the 
trumpet in odd hours and Tom was doing 
so well that on the one day all summer that 
he took a holiday, he bought a cornet at a 
secondhand shop for five dollars. He prac- 
ticed daily and hoped to be able to play in 
the band when school started. 


However well he was getting along with 
the boys, they still could not keep from 
teasing him about his lack of knowledge of 
farming. One morning at breakfast Nat 
looked sideways at Tom as he escorted an 
extra large piece of pancake to his mouth 
and remarked that it was about time for the 
snipe season to begin. “Would anyone pres- 
ent like to go hunting with me?” he asked. 

The other boys took the cue and agreed 
that it was about that time of year and some 
night after work maybe they could take 
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time off to go. Tom was immediately all 
ears. Snipes? What on earth were they? 
Funny he had never heard of them. He, for 
one, would love to go. What did you do on a 
snipe hunt? 

Nat saw at once that his trick had worked. 
Simultaneously, all the boys began explain- 
ing about snipes. “They come out only at 
night.” “They are little brown birds that are 
just crazy about light and run for it as soon 
as they see it.” Mr. Branson chuckled to 
himself as he agreed that the boys could go 
that evening. 

As soon as the chores were done and 
supper over, Nat appeared with a sack and 
a candle and the boys started for the river. 
The night was dark, and frogs chorused 
from every side as they walked up the river 
to a place where Nat “thought there might 
be some snipe.” It was agreed that since 
Tom was unfamiliar with the procedure he 
should hold the candle with the sack all 
ready for the capture. 

Accordingly, the candle was lighted and 
the mouth of the sack propped open with 
sticks. 
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“Now,” said Nat, “when we get the snipe 
rounded up and they begin coming, all 
you have to do is to be sure the sack is 
open and they will run into it.” 

With this the boys left in different di- 
rections, entering the nearby cornfield. For 
a while Tom could hear them running and 
“shooing.” Then all was still. 

Tom wondered vaguely why it took so 
long, but for a while he was so busy with 
his thoughts that he didn’t realize how fast 
time was speeding. Suddenly he looked at 
his watch. It was eleven o'clock! He had to 
rise early in the morning. He called, but 
no one answered. He walked down the 
river and back. Not a sound was to be 
heard except the croaking of a thousand 
frogs. 

Then he began to wonder. Had the boys 
gone off and left him alone? He remem- 
bered that he thought he had noticed a 
flicker of a smile on Nat’s face once or 
twice. 

Gradually the truth dawned on him and 
his heart sank. To be made the butt of a 

To page 18 




















Why I couldn’t cut down the tree. 


My Pet Is a Woodpecker! 


By ENOLA CHAMBERLIN 


HARRY BAERG, ARTIST 





SRM, 2F 


F YOU don’t cut that tree down, I’m 

going to shoot that woodpecker,” my 
neighbor told me angrily after his first 
night in the house next door. 

“I can’t get it down in less than two 
weeks,” I answered him. “Please be pa- 
tient.” 

I had said the same thing to the man who 
had lived in the house before this man 
came. The tree still stood. The woodpecker 
still continued to cut his way into its dying 
limbs for grubs. For this old neighbor had 
learned to love the beautiful black-and- 
white, red-crested bird as I loved him. I 
hoped, given a few days, the new neighbor 
would learn to love him too. I’m thankful to 
say, he did. 

How can one keep from loving a wood- 
pecker? I don’t know. Beautiful, all of them. 
Saucy, most of them. Taught by their Crea- 
tor to find their food in a way that should 
give them a perpetual headache, they are 
one of man’s best friends, working for him 
constantly. 

Woodpeckers do not damage healthy 
trees. They work only on limbs that are 
infested with wood-boring insects, ants, and 
the like. The one exception is the sap- 
sucker. He is not after insects but sap, and 
he drills into healthy trees to get it. 

Woodpeckers are found all over the 
world with the exception of Australia and 
the island of Madagascar. Since they can 
find insects in the trees in the winter, they 
do not migrate much. If there is one around 
your house in the summer, he will be there 
in the winter too. The particular kind of 
woodpecker that lives in your yard will 

To page 19 
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It’s schooltime again! How would you like to 


go to one of these schools? 


The World's Oddest 


SCHOOLS 


By TERRY KAY 


Te boy pressed his body tight against the 
mountain. Icy wind slashed at him, trying 
to force his half-frozen fingers from their 
hold in the rocky crevice. A slip would 
mean death on the crags hundreds of feet 
below. 

He dared not look down. He gritted his 
teeth and inched upward as the perspiration 
on his clothes rapidly turned to ice. 

No one would think this fellow was 
going to school, but he was. He was study- 
ing to prove himself equal to anything 
nature could throw at him. He was at- 
tending Adventure School in the mountains 
of England’s Lake District, where every day 
is test day. 

Adventure School tests young men under 
trying conditions. Students, fifteen and a 
half to nineteen years of age, volunteer to 
take the punishment for twenty-six days. 

First, they learn how to overcome the 
many dangers of working small boats in 
stormy and tidal waters. 

Next, they pass a test in sailing aboard 
a three-masted schooner on a five-day sea 
voyage. Instructors soon have them climb- 
ing the rigging and raising and lowering the 
vessel’s giant sails. 

Moving to the mountains, these low- 
landers learn the art of mountain climbing 
and mountain rescue. Fear of heights, slip- 
pery rocks, and crags soon vanishes. 

In the final test the students embark on a 
cross-country hike that lasts five bone-weary- 
ing days. On one of these days the pupils 
must walk thirty-five miles over hills and 
valleys. The other four days are no easier. 

Back at home, graduates of this fantastic 
and challenging school find themselves far 
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ahead of the pack in teamwork, self-re- 
liance, and endurance. They went away 
boys and came back men. 

There are other odd schools young people 
may attend. 

At Stephens College in Missouri, girls 
are taught to fly airplanes as part of their 
classwork. They take off and land and fly 
cross country alone. On graduating, they 
are full-fledged pilots. 

Other odd schools include some that 
train animals. Thousands of blind people 
would be helpless without their guide dogs 
—their seeing eyes. These dogs are trained 
in special schools. 

Some schools train dogs to guard military 
installations. Still others, as recently as 1950, 
trained dogs to jump from airplanes in 
parachutes. 

These dogs leaped for the 10th Air Res- 
cue Squadron in Alaska. Their job was to 
rescue lost and snowbound hunters and 
missionaries. Once the dogs hit the silk 
over the northland wastes their sled driver 
and then the sled itself would float down 
after them. Nowadays helicopters and par- 
achuting doctors have replaced these jump- 
ing dogs. 

Specially trained dogs have now teame 
up with helicopters in the Swiss Al 
These German shepherds sit quietly as the 
whirlybird windmills to a landing on a 
high mountain. The dog’s duty is to sniff 
the snow around the landed helicopter in 
search of snow-buried avalanche victims. 
Where the dog barks, the pilot digs! 

Is there something special you would 
like to learn? Probably there is a school 
somewhere teaching it! 

















PHOTOS, COURTESY OF THE AUTHOR 


So many things can go wrong when you are down under the water that it pays to go to a diving 
school and learn what to do. That is what this diver is doing. A girl checking an engine? Yes! 
Girls at Stephens College, Columbia, Missouri, are taught how to check their engines as part 
of a course in how to fly a plane. A dog steers a blind man around a ladder on busy Van Ness 
Avenue in San Francisco. She was trained in a school conducted by Guide Dogs for the Blind. In 
the last picture Stewart Wiest, a trainer, wears a blindfold as he gives final tests to a dog. 
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Persecuted Potter 


By VIRGIL ROBINSON 


M* SON, your apprenticeship is over. 
You are now prepared to begin your 
life work. You say you want to see the 
world. If you must go, it is better for you to 
leave now than after you have married a 
wife. So go, my son, and may the saints 
_ protect you.” 

Bernard Palissy was twenty-one years old 
when he bade his father good-by and 
started on his travels. He had been born in 
the French village of Périgord where his 
father worked with glass. At an early age 
Bernard was apprenticed to the same trade. 
He had an unusually quick mind and 
learned rapidly. Even during his boyhood 
he earned many an extra bit of money by 
painting glass and decorating images for 
the churches around his home. All this 
took place in the early part of the sixteenth 
century. 

Tremendous events were taking place 
while Bernard was growing up. Across the 
Rhine in Germany, Martin Luther was start- 
ing the Reformation, and his ideas were 
sweeping across Europe. Men everywhere 
were talking about his doctrines. The older 
people were mostly willing to remain with 
the old church, but many of the younger 
ones were anxious to follow the teachings 
of the Reformer. Into such a world filled 
with new ideas, Bernard went forth in 
1531. 

For eight years he traveled from place to 
place, learning more and more about his 
trade. At the same time he read with the 
greatest interest the many books that were 
being printed about the reformed doctrines. 
He bought a Bible of his own, and by the 
time he returned to France in 1539 he was 
an open follower of the gospel. In France 
he soon joined that band of men who be- 
came known later as Huguenots. 
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Persecution against the Protestants was 
raging when he reached the town of Saintes 
where he had decided to live. The Reformed 
believers were forced to hold their meetings 
in secret, often in. the dead of night in the 
woods surrounding the town. Bernard 
soon married, and in the following years a 
large number of children came into his 
home. His life was not an easy one. Many 
times he was unemployed, and the family 
often knew the meaning of hunger. 

One fateful day there fell into his hands 
an enameled cup made in Italy. It was very 
beautiful, and it changed Bernard's entire 
life. A passionate desire came over him to 
be able to make enamelware like it. He 
haunted every library and bookshop for 
miles around, reading everything that had 
been written on the subject. But alas, those 
who knew the art of making such things did 
not share their secrets. 

Bernard realized that he would have to 
discover the secret by making experiments. 
He would have to spread a great variety of 
different substances over clay, bake them, 
and hope that some day one of 
the substances would melt into 
the precious enamel. 

To build a furnace became his 
overwhelming ambition. At great 
sacrifice he managed to get one. 
Into it he put his clay objects, 
carefully smeared with one sub- 
stance after another. By means 
of great heat, he tried to melt 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 


Desperately Palissy cut up the 
furniture and threw it to the 
flames. The fire must be hotter! : 
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these substances into enamel. Weeks, months, 
years, of failure were to pass before he 
would finally learn the secret. 

On one occasion he sat by his furnace for 
six successive days and nights without 
changing his clothing. But it was all in 
vain. He returned to his book on chemistry 
and studied deeper into the nature of earths 
and clays. He built more furnaces, brought 
in more fuel, and tried again and again. His 
family had to beg. The neighbors jeered. 
His wife was angry. 

He decided to make one last desperate 
experiment. Everything was prepared for 
the furnace with the greatest care. Bernard 
was convinced that he had failed so often 
because the furnace was not hot enough. 
This time he was determined to keep the 
fire at the highest possible heat, and he sat 
hour after hour desperately thrusting in the 
fuel. Time after time he gazed through 
the doorway of the furnace in vain. At 
length he ran short of fuel. Feeling that 
success must come this time or never, he 








rushed into the house, seized tables and 
chairs, and smashing them to bits, put them 
into the furnace. What did it matter that his 
neighbors found fault, that his wife 
scolded? For there at last, he could see the 
enamel melting! When he finally pulled 
the jars from the cooled furnace, they were 
covered with the beautiful white glaze he 
had sought so long to make! 

Alas, he was bankrupt. No one was will- 
ing to help him, for the townspeople 
thought him mad. He was worn out phys- 
ically. His body was like a skeleton. He 
had to lay aside his great dream and try to 
earn some money another way. This he did 
by painting and selling pictures. 

But his dream never left him. To have 
conquered the secret of how to make the 
enamel, but not to be able to manufacture, 
was torture. As often as he could afford it, 
he purchased fuel and turned out beautiful 
enamel vessels. He found out how to 
introduce the most delicate colors into the 
enamel. All this called for years more of 
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experiment, and a tremendous amount of 
effort on his part. 

While tending his furnaces he suffered 
intensely from the weather, as there was no 
protection for him. Night after night in 
the driving wind and rain, he sat beside 
his fires in order @ turn out his enamel 
pottery. After many such miserable nights 
he would reel home like a drunkard to be 





WELCOME BACK 


By MARION STEARNS CURRY 


I've a new school desk 
In a new schoolroom, 
And we're starting a new school year; 
The teacher's new, 
And the schoolbooks, too, 
But there's most of my old friends here. 


And its simply great— 
Well, at any rate, 
Exciting, to be once more 
Together to play 
And to work, each day, 
When we meet at the schoolhouse door. 





met by the reproaches of his wife, who 
never failed to greet him with bitter words 
because of the poverty from which the 
family suffered. Two of his children died, 
probably from lack of food. Bernard was 
heartbroken, but still he felt he could not 
abandon his driving ambition. 

During all this time his one source of 
comfort was the Reformed faith. His love 
for the Word of God increased year by 
year. He was an active missionary, taking 
every Opportunity to testify of his love and 
trust in Jesus as his Saviour. Often he was 
called on to hold services, and became well 
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known to the hostile authorities as one of 
the Huguenot leaders in the district where 
he lived. 

The leaders of the state church watched 
with alarm the multitudes who were desert- 
ing the ancient religion for the Huguenot 
faith. They stirred up the king of France to 
pass severe laws to stop their meetings and 
to punish the obstinate heretics. Thousands 
were thrown into prison and burned at the 
stake. 

It was about this time that the fame of 
Palissy as a potter reached the ears of one of 
the most powerful Catholic noblemen of the 
land, the Duke of Montmorency, constable 
of France. The duke at this time was busy 
erecting a magnificent castle at St. Denis, 
mear Paris. Having seen specimens of 
Palissy’s work, he sent for the man and 
engaged him to lay a large pavement in 
this castle. The duke knew that Palissy 
was a strong member of the Huguenot 
church. There was grave danger that he 
would be dragged off to prison and to 
death, and should this happen, the duke’s 
beautiful pavement would never be com- 
pleted; for at this time Palissy had not 
shared the secret of his process with anyone. 
In order to protect Palissy’s life, the duke 
secured a safe conduct for him. 

Despite this, however, Palissy was sud- 
denly seized and dragged from his home. 
Taken to Bordeaux, he was put on trial 
for heresy. He would have been speedily 
condemned and burned had not the duke 
found out where he was. Exerting all his 
influence at the court, he secured Palissy’s 
release. When Palissy returned to Saintes, 
he found that his workshop had been 
burned and all of his supplies and equip- 
ment destroyed. 

He now turned his face toward Paris 
where he was given royal protection and 
made manufacturer to the king. Year after 
year he continued to turn out the most 
exquisite pottery, which speedily became 
famous not only in France but in foreign 
countries as well. 

Kings followed one another in quick 
succession during this time of civil war and 
massacre in France. Because the court con- 
sidered his beautiful porcelain cups, vases, 
and other types of dishes indispensable, 
Palissy was saved time after time from his 
enemies. Catherine de Medici, the queen 
mother, offered him every kind of reward 

To page 18 















rary had been marking down all the 
out-of-State licenses between his yells 
of “Paper!” “Train wreck! Read all about 
it!” 

Occasionally a driver would roll down the 
window of his car as he stopped at the 
signal at the busy corner and Danny would 
quickly give him a paper and make change 
for him. A few people stopped on the 
sidewalk. 

It was just an average afternoon for 
eleven-year-old Danny and his partner, Jake. 
There was a lull as the traffic roared by on a 
green light, and Jake shook a handful of 
coins as Danny marked down a Minnesota 
license. 

“First Minnesota car this week,” Danny 
said. “Don’t you wish we could go some- 
where like that, Jake? Camping on all those 
lakes——” 

He handed a customer a paper and took 
the dime the man gave him. 

“There goes a Montana car,” said Jake. 
“At least we get to see a lot of out-of-State 
cars on this corner. But it would be fun to 


Counterfeit 


EXCITEMENT 


By BETTY STIRLING 






do something or go somewhere. Ever been 
out of this State, Danny?” 

“Once—when I was a year old,” said 
Danny. “I don’t remember much about it, 
but Paper, mister?” 

The man shook his head and hurried on. 

“Well, I'm two years older than you,” 
said Jake, “and I’ve never been out of the 
State at all. All you and I ever do is get up in 
the morning, go to school all day, hurry 
over here to sell papers, get home late to 
supper, do homework, and flop into bed. 
Oh, sometimes we get to go swimming at 
the park, and sometimes I go to grandma's. 
But nothing exciting.” 

“I know,” said Danny. “Now why can’t 
we do something interesting, like the things 
we read about in the paper?” 

“You mean rob a bank or murder some- 
body?” Jake asked with a grin. 

“Well, hardly,” said Danny. “I mean 
something that wouldn’t hurt anybody— 
just be exciting and important. Hey, there’s 
a car from British Columbia.” He marked 
it down. 
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“More cars from Texas than any place 
else,” said Jake. “They really do get around.” 
He handed a paper through the window of 
a Texas car and gave the man change for a 
quarter. 

“This job helps my arithmetic,’ Danny 
commented. “I can really add and subtract 
fast after two years of selling papers.” 

“Me, too,” said Jake. “I got an A in 
arithmetic on my last report card.” 

“I still wish we could do something im- 
portant and exciting,” said Danny. “But we 
never see any bad wrecks on this corner so 
we could help the police, and no buildings 
here ever catch fire so we could rescue 
someone.” 

“We rescued a half-drowned sparrow in 
the gutter one day,” Jake reminded him. 
“It still lives in my garden, too.” 

“But that wasn’t exciting,” said Danny. 
“Paper, mister?” 

The man took the paper and handed 
Danny a fifty-cent piece. Danny rapidly 
counted out the change and the man walked 
away. 

“I wish people would give us smaller 
change,” said Danny. He accidently dropped 
the fifty-cent piece as he shoved it into his 
pocket. 

“Well, don’t throw it away!” said Jake, 
quickly stepping on the coin as it rolled 
toward the gutter. 

Danny stooped down and picked it up. 
“That didn’t sound like money,” he said. 
He bit it. “Hey, Jake, this isn’t real money! 
I've been cheated!” 

Jake took the coin. “Looks like the real 
thing.” He bit it, too. “Yah! Just like card- 
board.” 

“I'm going to show that policeman on 
the corner over there. Here, take my papers.” 
Danny put his armload of papers into 
Jake’s arms and dashed across the street 
with the crowd of pedestrians. He ran to 
the police car parked on the corner and 
showed the coin to the policeman. 

“A counterfeit fifty-cent piece? I think 
you're right, sonny.” The policeman turned 
it over and examined it closely. “Do you 
remember what the man looked like who 
gave it to you?” 

“Indeed I do,” said Danny. “Why, he 
cheated me out of fifty cents! He had on a 
gray suit and a light-green shirt. He had a 
green-and-blue plaid tie and a light gray 
hat and I think he had black shoes, but I’m 
not sure. He put his change in a clear 
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plastic coin purse and he’s carrying a news- 
paper under his arm now. And he went that 
way on Main Street.” Danny pointed. 

The officer scribbled quickly on a pad 
while Danny was talking. 

“Good description, if you're right, sonny,” 
he said. He wrote down Danny’s name and 
address, and Jake’s also, then radioed the 
information to the police station. Danny 
hurried back to his paper selling. 

“Wonder what will happen,” Jake said. 

A police car drove by slowly on Main 
Street. 

“I don’t know,” said Danny. “But I do 
know I want my fifty cents. That’s a lot of 
money and I'll have to pay for that paper 
besides! I wonder how many others he’s 
cheated. I hope the police find him.” 

Jake shook his head in sympathy and 
went on yelling, “Paper!” 

About a half hour later a police car 
stopped beside the boys. Danny glanced in- 
side. “Hey, Jake, there’s the man!” he said. 

“Is this the man who gave you the coin?” 
the policeman asked. 

Danny and Jake both nodded. “And he 
owes me fifty cents,” added Danny. 

The policeman looked around at the man. 
“That’s a lot of money to a newsboy,” he 
said. 

“Get the change out of my coin purse,” 
the man said sullenly. 

The policeman took the coin purse from 
the pocket of the handcuffed man and got 
out five dimes for Danny. 

“Be sure they're real,” Danny said. “And 
thanks, mister.” 

That night a reporter for the paper came 
to Danny’s house to take a picture of him 
and ask him about his hobbies and school 
and how he had noticed the counterfeit 
money. 

“Jake lives across the street,’ Danny said. 
“Did you set him, too?” 

“I will,” the reporter said, smiling. “The 
newspaper is feeling rather proud of its 
two young workers who were alert enough 
to catch a counterfeiter.” 

Danny was puzzled. Oh, of course! He 
and Jake were newspaper workers! That's 


what the reporter meant. 


The next morning as soon as he got up 
Danny dashed outside to get the morning 
paper from the lawn. Sure enough, there 
was his picture and Jake’s, right on the 
front page, and the picture of the man who 

To page 22 





* 


a 





) 
v 


What the FBI Man Told Me 


By JACK 


THE team had gone through the entire 
season undefeated. I was attending the 
victory banquet as a sports writer. 

It was a time for breaking the training 
rules that the members of the team had 
followed faithfully for weeks. 

A red-faced man approached the captain. 

“Well, everybody's going to forget that 
hard schedule you boys have been through,” 
he said. “Everybody’s going to make merry 


He held out a glass, repeating, “Every- 
body’s going to have some fun. It’s time to 
break loose.” 

The captain, a rangy, pleasant-faced 
young man, shook his head. Courteously but 
firmly he said, “Count me out. I can cele- 
brate without that stuff.” 

He wasn’t afraid to stand up and say No. 
It didn’t matter to him that “everybody” 
was doing something. He wasn’t a crowd 


@:: a few drinks. Here you are!” 
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follower. He was an individual who did his 
own thinking, and he was the most popular 
player on the team. 

Once I interviewed an agent of the Federal 
Bureau of Investigation. I had to write a 
story about him for the newspaper. He said 
to me, “A good many young people get 
onto the wrong track by following the 
crowd. They often give me the excuse, 
‘Everybody else does it, and I want to be 
popular.’ 

“But the fact is that not ‘everybody else’ is 
doing wrong things. Countless young peo- 
ple don’t ever do such things. If their 
‘crowd’ does start questionable activities, 
they switch to another ‘crowd.’” 

The FBI man went on, “No one can tell 
me that any person, youth or grownup, can 
become popular and happy by following a 
crowd that is headed in the wrong direction. 
I know of too many examples. Anyone who 
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wants popularity that is worth a cent must 
part company with a crowd that heads the 
wrong way. Surely there is no happiness in 
doing something wrong on the excuse it is 
popular.” 

Many years ago a philosopher divided 
the human race into three divisions—the 
honest people who mean to do right and do 
it; the knaves who mean to do wrong and do 
it; and the foolish people who mean to do 
whatever is most inviting at the moment. 

“This third group,” said the philosopher, 
“would rather do right than wrong, but 
they daren’t—unless it is the fashion. They 
are cowards.” 

A few years ago I was assigned to report 
the baseball games of a team that, to repeat 
a worn phrase, couldn’t win for losing. They 
were hopelessly out of the pennant race, 
and the “team crowd” made a joke of keep- 
ing training rules. I heard some of those 
players say, “Everybody's breaking the rules. 
Why should I keep them?” 

But there were some young fellows on 
that team who didn’t break the rules. They 
dared to be different by stepping out of 
the crowd when it went the wrong way. 
They kept on keeping the rules, giving 
their best in every game. And in major 
league box scores today, I find names of 
four of those boys who had the courage to 
say No. Of the “crowd,” only one ever got a 
chance in the big leagues, and he was re- 
turned to the minors after only a week or so. 

I know too—and know it beyond a doubt 
—that the boys who refused to follow the 
crowd in a wrong direction never lost any 
popularity. In fact, they gained wide respect, 
even from members of the crowd they 
abandoned. 


Persecuted Potter 
From page 14 


if he would only change his religion, but 
he would not. He remained a Huguenot 
and stoutly clung to his faith through all 
his life. The prosperity that finally came to 
him as a reward of his perseverance did not 
alter his religious convictions. 

When he was an old man of seventy- 
eight, he was cast into the Bastille, that 
grim prison in the heart of old Paris. He was 
here again threatened with death if he did 
not give up his faith, but nothing could 
shake him. Powerful enemies thirsted for 
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his life, and said he should be burned 
publicly as a warning to all heretics. 

Here in this ancient prison King Henry 
III sought him out one day. 

“My good man,” said the king, “you have 
now served my mother and myself for 
forty-five years. We have put up with your 
adhering to your religion amid fires and 
massacres. But now I am so pressed by the 
Guise party as well as by my own people 
that I am forced to leave you in the hands 
of your enemies; tomorrow you will @ 
burned, unless you become converted.” 

“Sire,” . replied the aged Palissy, “I am 
ready to give my life for the glory of God. 
You have said many times that you have 
pity on me; now I have pity on you, for 
you have said, ‘I am forced.’ It is not 
spoken like a king, Sire. You, and those 
who force you, can never affect me, for I 
know how to die.” 

Palissy was not burned. A short time 
later that. weak king was assassinated. 
Palissy lived on for another year in the 
Bastille, where he courageously died, glory- 
ing in being able to lay down his life for 
his faith. 


The Hard Way 
From page 8 


joke again was almost too much. He blew 
out the candle and picked up the sack. The 
two miles back to the school seemed endless 
and he was so tired he could have dropped. 
The other boys were no doubt soundly 
sleeping after their good laugh, while he 
had only a few hours left for rest. 

At long last the dark buildings of the 
school rose before him and he quietly 
entered the dormitory. Had he heard some- 
one snicker? Maybe he had imagined it. 
He hoped no one was looking. Silently he 
ascended the stairs to his room. The door 
was ajar and he sighed as he pushed it open 


. ‘ 
Even as he did so there was a crash and = $ 
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splash and he stood there dripping, with 
bucket firmly fastened over his head. 

Shouts of laughter echoed through the 
empty halls. This was too much! He would 
get a good night’s sleep and tomorrow he 
was leaving! 

The sun was high when Tom awakened 
the next morning and he rose hastily and 
looked at his watch. Seven o'clock! Why, 





the boys were in the fields by now. He 
dressed frantically and raced to the farm. 
Mrs. Branson saw him from the back porch 
and called her usual cheery greeting. 

“Come, Tom, your breakfast is waiting. 
The boys didn’t have the heart to waken 
you this morning after the mean trick they 
played on you last night.” 

Tom grinned over his plate of sizzling 
eggs. “Guess I asked for it by being so 


umb,” he answered. 
In his heart he felt a strange admiration 


or the boys—all of them—who would do 
his chores and let him rest, and he decided 
he liked them very much and would be a 
good sport about it all. 

(To be continued) 





My Pet Is a Woodpecker! 
From page 9 


depend on where you live. There are about 
two hundred different species in North 
America. 

The largest American woodpecker is the 
ivory-billed woodpecker. Alas, it is close to 
extinction. It seems about to pass out of 
existence because of man’s invasion of the 
lonely forests where it has made its home. 

The next largest woodpecker is the pi- 
leated. It too lives in the forests, but, not 
being so shy as the ivory-billed, it does 
not leave when men come. 

The downy is our smallest woodpecker. 
It has the usual black-and-white suit with 
a red cap and is the Peter Pan of the 
woodpecker family. It never grows up. 
Even when it is in a sober mood it acts 
like a clown playing philosopher. Any yard 
which gives a downy a home takes on a 
special enchantment. And you can keep this 
lovely little child even if your trees contain 
no insects if you tie pieces of suet where he 
can get them. 


& Woodpeckers hollow out a foot-long tun- 


el in a dead tree for a nest. All but the 
few with three toes have four sharp-clawed 
toes on the ends of sturdy legs. With these 
claws they grasp the tree bark. Their stiff 
tail feathers press against the tree to act 
as a brace to keep them in position while 
they work. Their round, long tongues are 
fitted with a sharp point, with which they 
spear the grubs they are after and drag 
them out into their mouths. 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Victor Adewole, age 15. The Grammar School, 
P.O. Box 16, Ilesha, Nigeria, British West Africa. 
Photography, singing, stamps, table tennis. 

Annie Binaya, age 16. Southern Christian College, 
Midsayap, Cotabato, Philippine Islands. Reading, sew- 
ing, cooking, biking. 

Divina Martin, age 12. Midsayap, Cotabato, Philip- 
pine Islands. 

Aida Repollo, age 12. Midsayap, Cotabato, Philip- 
pine Islands. Biking. 

Susan Mallari, age 12. Midsayap, Cotabato, Philip- 
pine Islands. 

Genon Binaya, age 15. Bulanan, Midsayap, Cota- 
bato, Philippine Islands. 

Ingrid Lundstrom, age 13. Hiwassee Hill, Johnson 
City, Tennessee, U.S.A. Sewing, swimming, cooking, 
reading, photography, stamps, pictures, napkins, 
post cards. 

Angeline Tan, age 12. 22-A Yong Siak Street, 
Singapore 3. Piano, babysitting, post cards, art, 
stamps, reading, photography, outdoor sports. 

Oliver Lim, age 14. 3-B, Winstedt Road, Singapore. 
Piano, reading, babysitting, art, cooking, post cards. 

Jewelyn P. Tamares, age 15. West Visayan Acad- 
emy, Box 502, Iloilo City, Philippine Islands. Stamps, 
photos, swimming, skating, reading. 

Ellen Hahn, age 13. Wilson, Michigan, U.S.A. 
Accordion, piano, stamps, outdoor sports, fancywork, 
cooking. 

Sobong Tak, 205-16 Chungryangri Dong, Seoul, 
Korea. 








You do not need to live in a forest to 
have a woodpecker for a friend, although, 
of course, you will find more of them there. 
The desert, which has no real trees, has the 
gila, a black-and-white barred woodpecker 
with a drab head and neck. This bird chops 
into the giant cactus to make a nest. It eats 
whatever insects it can find and sometimes 
resorts to catching a lizard or a horned toad. 

Orchards also have their woodpeckers. 
And you may have one right in your own 
yard if you have an old tree and your 
neighbors do not object too strenuously to 
the happy drumming at dawn. 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 





X/I1—The Christian's Battle 


(SEPTEMBER 20) 


Memory VERSE: “Nay, in all these things we 
are more than conquerors through him that 
loved us” (Romans 8:37). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read about the armor and weapons the Chris- 
tian needs for fighting successfully the battle 
against Satan, in Ephesians 6:10-17. Learn the 
memory verse also. 


SUNDAY 


The Christian’s Life Is a Constant Battle 


Open your Bible to 1 Timothy 6. 

It would be nice to think that when a person 
has been baptized into the church his troubles 
are all over and he will have no more tempta- 
tions to meet. But that is not the case. The life 
of the Christian is a constant battle. Daily he has 
to be on guard against a foe who tries to get 
him down. Christ made it clear that being a 
Christian meant putting up a fight for the right 
when He said, “Strive to enter in at the strait 
gate” (Luke 13:24). To be a Christian we must 
strive—be constantly keeping back the forces of 
evil. 

To gain any worthy ambition we have to put 
up a fight against laziness, against prejudice, 
against discouragement, and many other things. 
So to obtain our goal of being victors in Christ’s 
kingdom we must expect to put up a fight. 
Find some things we must strive to obtain, in 
verse 11. Read what Paul says we must do to 
obtain these things, in verse 12. 

For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 51 

Tuink! Are you prepared for the battle 
against evil? 

Pray to be on the winning side. 


MONDAY 
Arming for the Fight 


Open your Bible to Ephesians 6. 

When men are called to join an army, they 
have first to be equipped and trained. They are 
given a uniform consisting of many different 
pieces. They have helmets and other things to 
protect them against enemy fire. They are also 
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given weapons with which to fight against the 
enemy. 

So the Christian must be equipped to fight 
the enemy of righteousness. Writing to us about 
the Christian warfare, Paul tells us about this 
equipment. Find what he says in verse 11. 

Read the first part of verse 14 and find the 
first part of the armor that is mentioned. 

The first part of this equipment is what is 
called the girdle of truth. It is the first part of 
the armor to be put on, and it goes around the 
whole body. So our first need as soldiers in the 
army of Christ is a knowledge and acceptance of 
the truth of Jesus. David says, “His truth shall 
be thy shield and buckler” (Psalm 91:4). The 
truth will guard us from the assaults of Satan, 
but we must strive to study and know the truth. 
Those who are not equipped with a knowledge 
of the Bible will fall an easy prey to the enemy, 
Satan. 

For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 102, pars. 1, 2. 

THink! Are you girding yourself with the 
truth by taking every opportunity to learn what 
the Bible teaches? 

Pray to let the Bible shield you from trouble. 


TUESDAY 
Protection From the Enemy 


Open your Bible to Ephesians 6. 

A soldier must be well protected if he is to 
fight well. If he is an easy prey to his enemy’s 
weapons then he is of no use as a fighter. Look 
in the latter part of verse 14 and see what p 
tection the Christian needs after he has on ng 
girdle of truth. 

The breastplate protects the heart and lungs 
of the soldier. If they were wounded, he would 
die. So the Christian must have the protection 
of the righteousness that comes from Christ. 
The righteousness of Christ will protect us unto 
eternal life, but it is our part to strive to humble 
ourselves and to believe and to accept the right- 
eousness of Christ. 

Shoes are important equipment for a soldier 
too. Without sturdy shoes he cannot endure the 
long marches over difficult ground. Read about 
the shoes the Christian soldier wears, in 
verse 15. 
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“Walk firmly, decidedly, your feet shod with 
the preparation of the gospel of peace,” we are 
told (Testimonies, vol. 8, p. 295). Those who 
have their feet shod with the gospel will not go 
anywhere they cannot take the gospel with 
them and bear witness for Jesus. 

The Christian soldier needs something else to 
keep off the fiery darts of the enemy. Find what 
it is in verse 16. 

The gospel will keep us in the ways of right- 
eousness, and faith will give us the victory over 
Satan’s vicious attacks, but we have to strive to 
obey the gospel and to believe, and have faith. 

For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 104, 

THINK! Before you face the difficulties each 
day brings, do you do your part of the striving 
to protect yourself with the armor of God by 
* prayer and Bible study? 

Pray to be a well-equipped soldier of Christ. 


WEDNESDAY 
The Helmet and the Sword 


Open your Bible to Ephesians 6. 

Another part of the body that needs special 
protection is the head. Find in verse 17 what 
the Christian soldier needs for his head. 

The salvation which Christ died to give us 
will guard us from the deadly aims of those who 
would mortally wound us. 

The last part of verse 17 tells what the Chris- 
tian soldier fights with. What is it? 

Paul tells us that the Word of God is “quick, 
and powerful, and sharper than any twoedged 
sword” (Heb. 4:12). It is the Word of God hid- 
den in our hearts that guards us from sin. “Thy 
word have I hid in mine heart, that I might not 





sin against thee,” says David (Ps. 119:11). No- 
tice that the Word of God is powerful, but we 
have to hide it in our hearts. This is our part of 
the battle. 

So the Christian soldier, girded with truth, 
protected with righteousness and _ salvation, 
armed with the shield of faith, and holding 
forth the sword of the Word of God, is ready to 
meet the enemy of righteousness. 


For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 268. 


TuInk! Do you keep your sword bright and 
shining by learning the Word of God? 

Pray to have your armor in good condition 
at all times. 


THURSDAY 
How to Be Sure of Being a Victorious Soldier 


Open your Bible to 1 John 4. 

A good soldier believes in the cause for which 
he is fighting. Moreover, he only fights well if 
he believes he has a good chance of winning the 
battle. The Christian soldier is helped in his 
fight against evil because he has faith in the 
promises of victory given him by his Captain. 

During World War II countries under tem- 
porary suppression were encouraged to think 
and talk of victory. They adopted the sign of 
two fingers held up to form the letter V. So we 
must think in terms of victory if we are to be 
released from the captivity of Satan. 

Jesus talked victory to those He left to carry 
on the warfare against evil. He said to them, “In 
the world ye shall have tribulation: but be of 
good cheer; I have overcome the world” (John 
16:33). “In all these things we are more than 
conquerors through him that loved us” (Ro- 
mans 8:37), said Paul, writing of the Christian 
warfare. 

Another Bible writer, John, wrote to encour- 
age us in the constant warfare, assuring us that 
although the hosts of evil seem great, yet the 
hosts of God are greater. Read his words in 
verse 4, 

“The warfare against self is the greatest bat- 
tle that was ever fought. The yielding of self, 
surrendering all to the will of God, requires a 
struggle; but the soul must submit to God be- 
fore it can be renewed in holiness.”—Steps to 
Christ (pocket ed.), p. 43. 

This is our part of the striving—to do the 
believing, the studying, the praying. But when 
we have done our part, and submitted our wills 
to Christ, then the hosts of good are on our side. 
We are told that “God would send every angel 
in heaven to the aid of such an one [one who 
feels his need of Christ’s help], rather than al- 
low him to be overcome.’—Messages to Young 
People, p. 94. 

For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 17. 

Tuink! Are you striving to win, with the help 
of Jesus and the angels, the daily fight against 
evil? 


Pray to come out victorious so that one day 
you can join the victorious throng around the 
throne of God in heaven. 


FRIDAY 


MatcH these parts of the Christian’s armor 
with what they stand for: 


Girdle Salvation 
Breastplate Truth 

Shoes The gospel of peace 
Helmet Righteousness 
Shield The Word of God 
Sword Faith 


Review the memory verse. 
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The Face That Changed 
From page 3 


The going was rough. However, after fre- 
quent trials and disappointments she saw 
Ted accept Christ as his personal Saviour. 

It was a happy day for Lucy, but it was 
just the beginning of struggles for Ted. 
The oaths that had so often escaped his 
lips did not stop all at once. Many a time 
he was embarrassed—and Lucy was too— 
by words that slipped out uncontrolled. The 
love of tobacco was not easy to overcome, 
either, and just the smell of the weed 
would send him into an agony of craving. 

Two little boys and a girl came to their 
home. The girl died. It seemed the crown- 
ing blow to the parents, and it drew them 
closer together and closer to God. 

Ted repented of his sins. Why he had 
allowed himself to go to such depths, he 
could not understand. Again and again he 
would ask God and his fellow men to 
forgive him. Long he mourned over his 
failings. 

One year the nominating committee at 
the little country church asked him to be a 
deacon. Ted refused. “I am not worthy,” he 
said. Then a visiting minister explained to 
him that when the Master said, “Blessed 
are they that mourn: for they shall be 
comforted,” He was not referring only to 
people who mourn for the dead. He in- 
cluded those who mourned over their sins, 
as Ted had done. God had promised to 
such that they would be comforted. 

So Ted agreed to be a deacon, and he 
was a good one. He gained control of his 
tongue. Tobacco no longer tempted him. 
So pleased was the little church with his 
work as a deacon that they chose him to be 
their local elder. They knew they could 
depend on him to visit the sick, help the 
needy, and counsel the discouraged. 

Ted’s outlook on his life and his past 
began to change. The hard, tough expres- 
sion that had been on his face in the Navy 


faded away. In its place was a kind, radiant, 
happy look that reflected the peace he had 
found in the comfort the minister had 
said God would give him. 

Ted’s boys have grown up. They can 
scarcely recall when their father was not 
local elder. All the hard lines are gone, 
softened by age and by the Spirit of God 
working on his heart. 

“Yes, Daddy,” Dora agreed dreamily, 
“Ted does look like a saint. In fact, I think 
Ted is a saint.” But dad never figured out 
why it took Dora so long to reply. He did 
not know she had traveled twenty years be- 
fore she answered. 





Counterfeit Excitement 
From page 16 


had given him the fake fifty-cent piece. He 
read the article quickly. Why, the man had 
worked a year to make counterfeit coins, and 
had been passing them for a week. And 
Danny had been the first person to notice a 
coin quickly enough to get a description 
of the man, even though others had dis- 
covered the counterfeit coins later. Danny 
ran across to Jake’s house. Jake was just 
opening his morning paper. 

“Hey, won't this be something—selling 
a paper with our own pictures on the front 
of it?” Jake said. “Read all about it! News- 
boys help police capture counterfeiter!” 

Danny laughed. “I can just hear you 
yelling that on the corner!” 

“And to think we were wishing we could 
go far away and do something important! 
Why, right there on that corner we . 

Danny interrupted him. “Cut the heroics, 
Jake,” he said. “I don’t know about you, but 
I've got to get to school. Let’s go.” 

And away they went. 
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ATTENTION! 


All Alert Junior Youth 


Here is a new set of natural color films es- 

pecially for junior youth. 26 filmstrips to aid 

in telling the wonderful story of the gospel, 

complete.with syllabus and special songbook. 

Price, $59.50 

Tape narration also available. 13 tapes, $58.50 
Combination of filmstrips and tapes 


Complete, $99.50 
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TIGER, TIGER, No. 


2-By Harry Baers 
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1. The tiger coming from the surrounding jungle 
walked straight to the gentle old abbot and rubbed 
his body against his side to show how much he liked 
him. 2. As the man stroked the big cat’s neck it 
began to purr like a tabby, only much louder. Why 


MANCHURIA 


shouldn’t these larger members of the cat family ap- 
preciate love as well as their smaller domestic cous- 
ins? 3. In Siberia near the Amur River many years 
ago a surveying party was working in an uncivilized 
region where many wild animals roamed the forests. 


























4. This party had as guide a typical trapper, Dersu, 
who carried all his belongings with him on his back. 
He was a keen woodsman and could read all the signs 
of the forest because he had lived in it all his life. 
5. Here tigers were not hunted, for they killed the 








7. In the forests of Siberia tigers are also protected 
because they help preserve the balance of nature. 
Only a few hunters are allowed to catch young ones 
and only for zoos. 8. They follow female tigers to 
their dens, separate the young from their parents, 
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wild pigs that ruined the native gardens. Dersu 
looked upon them as brothers. 6. In most places tigers 
are protected, since they control the increase of deer 
and wild hogs that might otherwise eat the food of 
men and their animals. They keep nature in balance. 








hold them down with poles, and tie them. 9. When 
Dersu, the surveyors’ guide, saw signs of a tiger 
being near, he would quietly go out of the way and 
not bother the big animal. When he met one in the 
trail coming toward him, he would talk softly to it. 








